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pliments.  Then after a few more questions and answers,
I awoke*

Now during my seven and a half years of sojourn in
England I did not have the honour of an audience with
either King Edward or King George; so to that extent
my dream was just an empty bubble and nothing more*
On the other hand* it was not all untrue. About fourteen
months after my arrival in London, the great peace-maker
passed away* The King lay in state at Westminster Hall,
and an incessant stream of people from every walk of life
filed past the catafalque in solemn silence* In this pro-
cession I was also a co-mourner, and there, in company
with thousands of others, I too paid my meed of respects*

Such a denouement is certainly far from being a realization
of my dream, although my residence in England in quest
of higher education may be interpreted as a representation
of Theseus* search for the Golden Fleece, But the
relation, if any, between my interview at Windsor Castle
and the King's lying-in-state at Westminster Hall seems
at best to be remote* Perhaps those who are well versed
in dream lore will be able to unravel the connexion* At
any rate, the dream has furnished me with a fitting curtain-
raiser for.the actual scenes that were to follow*